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I'm glad the nurse was not too down on me: it's horrible to
know that one is not so good-looking as one's portrait in the
Strand. Hoots.

About the book-to-build-the-house. It is on paper in the first
draft to the middle of Book vi: and there are seven books in all.
But the first draft is a long way off the last one and I feel hopeless
about ever finishing it. I work best utterly by myself: when I
speak to no one for days. So that's a consoling prospect for you
in the hut (or Hall: q.e.v.) days of garrulity divided by days of
silence. Hoots again. Gardiner to return to business says 'Hut,
Hawkes Head'. Stokes & Stokes say 'King's Head': you say
ToleHiir. Which? Pole Hill Press sounds nicest I'm sorry to
raise this again. Hawkes are poor eating, and Kings, if eaten,
would taste like them. Also heads are the worst part of everything
except asparagus.

I haven't read Boon: and I don't like Wells. He has written
eighty books.

McDougall reproaches me on the shelf. He has not been taken
down since I began Book vi. Do you ever come into London.
Because if so, I'll return him, & Bradley,1 it's a shame to keep
them so long.                                                                         L.

122: TO F. N. DOUBLZDAY
March 20, 1920.
Effendim (this is more formal than Effendi,2 and not servile like
Effendina).
I expect Florida is now finished for you. I refrained from
writing before, since your holiday ought not to be profaned,
The Garden City book came to me correctly: what a beautiful
place you have! It must be great fun trying to work there: do you
go out and count the cedar trees instead, sometimes?
It gave me rather a shock to realise for the first time what a
plutocrat you must be. However it doesn't matter, because I'm
not a Bolshevik, merely a person who doesn't care sufficiently
1 McDougall the psychologist and Bradley the logician and metaphysician.
8 Doubleday was widely known by this pun on his initials.